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my funeral oration. Do you know Aris-
tophanes ? I have translated for you one of
his works. There are things in it which will
grieve your prudery, but they will interest
you.

CCLXIX.

CANNES, January 12, 1864.
DEAR friend, I was ill as soon as I arrived.
I brought from Paris an abominable cold.
I do not know what would have become of
me if I had remained there. At times, the
east wind brings a bit of snow taken from
the Alps, but we are in a privileged oasis.
I represent to myself a man of Marseilles in
the snow, as a cat on the ice with nutshells
on its paws. I am charmed that Aristoph-
anes had the honor of pleasing you. You
ask if the Athenian women were present at
theatrical performances. There are men of
learning who say yes; there are others who
say no. If you had seen Karagueuz when
you were in the Orient you would have
found, doubtless, many women there. In
the Orient to-day, and formerly, in anti-
quity, there was none of the prudery whichnd if it continues you shall have to givelways, veryeaten the raw onions,
